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	1. Chapter 1

Red vs. Blue vs. Gold?

"F#ck you Simmons" Grif yelled for a reason I'll now explain with Simmons's response.

"I'm telling you Grif Abraham Lincoln was not a vampire hunter"

"Then why did they make a movie about him fighting vampires"

"That movie came out hundreds of years ago and it's plot and premise were very unrealistic"

"Simmons movies are like the internet they can't put anything in them that isn't true"

"Is that why you're always yelling at apes because they apparently blew up the world"

"Well you can't prove it's not true because we're not on earth and we haven't seen earth for more than a decade"

Sarge then entered in on the conversation "Don't remind me dirt gags... see what I did their you're not dirt bags your dirt gags... you know gags made with dirt... because I'm gagging on your crappy-ness "

"Sarge shut up!" Grif yelled. Sarge stared at Grif until the soldier sighed "Sorry shut up sir"

"That's still not satisfactory Grif. Drop and give me twenty... bucks"

Simmons then interrupted the two's argument "Sarge although your argument is very well planned and you're obviously winning I however must request that you allow me to finish my conversation with Grif so I can explain to him that John Wilkes Booth wasn't a gay vampire that was plotting to one day suck the blood out of JFK"

"What a complete idiot" Said Sarge

Simmons agreed "Took the words right out of my mouth sir"

"Well first you'd have to get your face out of Sarges ass"

Donut then popped then popped his head out of the base and asked "What's going on out here"

Grif then took a look at all of his teammates and said "You know what F#ck all you guys, I'm out of here"

Grif then began to slowly walk away from red base.

Sarge then yelled at Grif "Good riddance ya big yellow turd"

Grif then stopped, turned around and yelled "I... am... Orange you jack ass"

Grif then resumed walking away.

Simmons then turned to Sarge and asked "Uh... Sir what just happened?"

"Grif has taken a momentary leave of stupidity. He's gone to try and empty out his current supply of stupidness to come up with new ways to annoy us and make us want to kill him... well maybe the killing thing is just me"

The three then heard an engine start and Donut yelled "Hey Grif come back my lotions and hand creams are in there!"

"Sir did Grif just steal our warthog?" Simmons asked.

"I thought we agreed we were going to call it the sarge-mobile"

Simmons then let out an angry sigh as the warthog engine faded away into the distance.

As Grif drove by blue base he saw Caboose waving to him and yelling "Gruf could you pick me up some kittens from the pet store"

Tucker and Washington were currently arguing about who deserved to be leader of the blue team. Tucker argued that he had more experience and that Church would have wanted it that way. Washington countered that simply by saying I'm a Freelancer.

Grif drove around the canyon and over and over again he drove past the same two bases and eventually realized that he couldn't get out of the boxed canyon. After another round near blue base Grif suddenly hit a rather large ditch that stopped his vehicle in it's tracks. Grif groaned knowing this would mean having to put the effort into faking to help Simmons get the warthog unstuck while also having to listen to a lecture from Sarge that would probably involve him being called a moron thousands of times.

Grif then got out and investigated. He soon discovered that it wasn't a ditch it was a tunnel. Grif thought about going to investigate but the effort of thinking about it caused him to fall asleep (you can't blame him he did have a pretty taxing day).

While Grif was sleeping a group of mysterious gold armoured soldiers came out of the hole Grif had crashed into. The soldiers muttered to themselves and then attempted to carry Grif away, after a few failed attempts they decided it would be easier to just push the warthog through the hole

Off in red base Donut suddenly felt like he was missing something he could make awkward.

2 days later...

Sarge and Simmons are standing on top of red base.

Simmons asks "Hey you ever wonder why we're still here?"

Sarge replied "No. I try not to think about such stupid things. I do however think about what mixture of lube and polish will get my vehicles to that certain glow that they don't blind with greatness but don't sicken with crappiness"

Simmons then sighed and said "This works so much better with Grif. Most of the time he just ignores me and pretends to listen to my questions. I miss the old days"

"I'm not listening to you either. But I am getting a little concerned over where Grifs gone"

"Why I thought you hated him?" Simmons asked.

"Don't be stupid Simmons I'm worried about my car. Grifs been gone for two days. He's probably ran out of gas, walked ten feet and then collapsed from exhaustion"

"I don't think so"

"Alright he'd only get five feet away. I was just trying to be nice you jack ass"

"No I mean Grifs not just hiding outside the base and even when he did we'd always catch him sneaking in and raiding the fridge"

Donut then walked up on top of the base and asked "We have a fridge?"

Sarge then replied "Yeah but it only makes heat"

"Sir that's the oven" Simmons corrected.

"Oh... no wonder my ice cream always melts"

Donut then said delightedly "This is great! Now I finally have a place to chill my underwear on those really hot days"

"Oh God" Simmons exclaimed in disgust.

Donut then agreed "You're right... Those hot days are every day"

Sarge then said "Well boys I guess we better go try and find the Sarge-Mobile"

Simmons then added "and Grif"

Sarge then yelled "Don't point out the cons of the mission Simmons"

Donut then said "I'll go ask the blues if they've seen Grif"

"Don't forget to ask about the car" Sarge yelled as Donut skipped away. "But if you accidentally find the car and run over Grif then I won't ask any questions except where you dumped the body... so I can dance on it"

To Be Continued


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2 (big surprise)

Donut hums a happy tune while skipping over to Blue base. Donut had not gotten a chance to talk to the blues since they all moved back to Blood Gulch. Donut stopped suddenly and looked at the entrance of Blue base where he saw Caboose waving to him.

"Hello Mr. Sprinkles! How have you been?" Coboose yelled.

Donut continued to approach the base and responded "Oh I'm fine Caboose how are you" Donut was now an average talking distance from Caboose.

"OH I'M FINE CUPCAKE MAN! HOW ARE YOU... Oh wait I already asked that".

Tucker then exited Blue base and said "Wow Caboose picked up on that one pretty quick. Usually it takes a couple of hours to get him to talk at a not stupidly loud volume, I guess those subliminal tapes payed off"

"Yeah that happens to Sarge a lot" Said Donut. "But he never stops until someone punches Grif in the face"

Washington then also exited Blue Base and asked "What's going on out here?"

Caboose then responded "Oh we're just talking about how much we're best friends"

"Caboose what did I tell you about people asking questions?" Asked Tucker.

"Never talk until everyone else has stopped talking... and stopped paying attention... or left the room" Said Caboose.

Washington then asked Donut "So why are you here you dirty Red... I mean Donut"

Tucker then asked "Dude what the heck was that?"

"I don't know I think I'm starting to get into this whole Red vs. Blue thing" Explained Washington.

Donut then interrupted the two "Look can I just tell you guys why I'm here"

"I will allow a comment from senator Cinnabon" Said Caboose.

"Thank you chairman Caboose. I'm here because Grif has disappeared and me and Simmons were worried about him and we wondered if you guys had seen him"

Caboose then said "I saw him... He was going to get me some kittens from the store"

"Shut up Caboose!" Tucker said with frustration.

"Calm down Tucker. None of us have seen Grif Red(stutters) I mean Donut. But we'll keep an eye out for him" Said Washington.

Donut then said "Okay then I guess I'll head back to red base. See ya later guys"

Donut then proceeded to skip back to red base.

Caboose then said "But I tell you I saw Gruf drive by just a little while ago"

"No you didn't Caboose. Now make yourself useful and go look for the big yellow idiot" Said Tucker.

Tucker then walked back inside the base. Washington then said to Caboose "Hey Caboose what say you and me go look for that Red together"

"Okay" Caboose sadly replied.

Donut then arrived back at Red base to find Sarge standing on top of the base.

Donut yelled up to Sarge "Hey Sarge what are you doing up there?"

Sarge looked down to see Donut and replied "Oh... Uh I'm just keeping a look out for Grif"

"Sarge did you give up"

"Nope... Never started trying"

"Sarge how could you"

"Simple I just stand here close my eyes and yell Grif go away"

"Well have you seen Simmons"

"Nope"

"You know speaking of people missing where's Lopez. Didn't we bring him back from Valhalla"

"Nope and that was probably Grifs fault which emphasizes my justification for not giving a crap about where he is"

"and the purple guy that saved me isn't here either"

"That's probably for the best. Wait scratch that definitely for the best"

Simmons then began to approach the base at a slightly hurried pace.

"Hey guys I found something" Simmons called.

"What's that Simmons you found Grifs dead body" Said Sarge.

"No sir" Simmons replied.

"D'oh Simmons I told you if you found a clue to where Grif is just keep it to yourself"

"But I found the warthog. But Grif wasn't in it and he had crashed it into a hole"

"Well I think it's obvious that Grif crashed the wart hog and then starved to death"

Donut then said "But sir Grif has only been gone for a few hours... also what do you mean a hole?"

Sarge then explained "Well then Grif more than likely was picked to pieces by ravenous super vultures and if we go to find him we will also meet our vultury demise" Said Sarge.

"I mean seriously how could their possibly be a hole in the canyon that I don't know about" Said Donut.

"Well it's there and the warthogs there but Grif isn't there" Said Simmons.

"Well I want to go check out that hole" Said Donut.

"No Donut I think you better just stay here. There's plenty of holes for you to check out here at the base" Said Sarge.

"But I've already seen all the holes here" Said Donut.

Simmons attempted not to think about what was being said although he knew that wasn't what Donut meant.

Simmons then said "Well Donut I'm going to need you to help me get the warthog out of the hole"

Donut cheerily replied "Alright I'll go get my... wait what's the proper thing to take when your getting a vehicle unstuck"

Sarge then asked "You mean you've never gotten stuck in a hole?"

Donut replied "Well I've hit a ditch before but I've always been able to back right out of it"

Simmons then groaned and said "Oh I'll go by myself"

Simmons then began to walk back to the warthog.

Donut then ran after Simmons yelling "Wait Simmons you'll need me for moral support while you're getting out of the hole"

Sarge then watched the two move away. He then went back to his previous task. Closing his eyes and yelling Grif go away.

Meanwhile somewhere, in the galaxy (really narrows it down huh). Grif lays in a dark room sleeping while being watched by several soldiers wearing dull and scratched gold armour. One of the soldiers pokes Grifs helmet.

Grif then rolls over and mumbles "Sarge I don't want to do anything today... or tomorrow or any day"

The soldiers muttered to themselves and one of them then poked Grifs foot. Grif then kicked the soldier in the face and still didn't wake up. The soldiers then chuckled at the soldier that had been kicked but fell silent when another soldier wearing much shinier armour and a scout helmet walked up to the sleeping Grif.

A female voice then blurted out from the shiny gold soldier "Hey!" Grif still didn't wake up. "Hey you gold guy wake up!"

Grif still didn't wake up. The shiny soldier then punched Grif in the face.

Grif woke up and exclaimed "Ow! What the heck did you... punch me... for?"

Grif then looked around at the soldiers who were huddled around him. Grif then fainted (no not because he was in shock he was just still tired).

One of the soldiers then asked "Is he the one we search for prophet?"

A small purple man wearing a robe was then projected off of the shiny soldiers armour.

The entity then proclaimed in a manner similar to an extremely passionate priest "Yes the gold lord has finally been found. Hallelujah!"

(I know what you're thinking "What the heck! Is that an A.I? Is that a freelancer?" well you'll need to wait until the next chapter to get a little closer to finding out)

To Be Continued


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3

(three's a charm and all that crap)

Simmons and Donut arrive at the stuck warthog to find Washington and Caboose standing beside the vehicle.

Washington calls to the reds "Hey Guys we find your vehicle"

Caboose then said to Washington "No agent Washington I found it"

Washington rejected this while still trying to be nice "Uh not really Caboose. You stopped to go... relieve yourself"

"You mean pee. I had to pee so I went to go pee"

"Caboose please try to use appropriate terms, I mean we are in the... pretend military"

"But I had to pee so I peed I don't see the point of dancing around the fact that I peed. I'm sure you pee sometimes Mr. Washington and I think you should take pride in your pee"

Washington and Caboose then realized that Simmons and Donut had been listening to their conversation.

Donut then asked "Uh... Why are you guys talking about pee"

Washington then began to stammer "I uh...um...he...well." Washington sighs "Okay I'm just going to be honest. I didn't want the image of Caboose ...urinating to get in my head... Damn it's in there!... Oh it's disgusting"

Simmons then screamed "No! It's in my head to! I can't get it out!"

Donut then said "I think you guys are acting a little gay. You know thinking about guys peeing is just a little... gay yeah gay is the right term in this situation"

The four then all took a moment to stop and think (except caboose) about the fact that Donut was the one who pointed out that the conversation was odd.

Simmons then broke the silence "Um... Did you guys see Grif anywere around here. He wouldn't have been able to get very far away from the Warthog before passing out and smashing his skull on a rock"

"Why do you think he would hit a rock?" Asked Donut"

"Well some people have a little thing called a humorous fantasy Donut"

"I think it's weird that your fantasizing about Grif"

"I'm fantasizing about him getting hurt and maybe even dying. That does not imply positive feelings for the subject of the fantasy"

Washington then said "How did we get on this topic"

"I don't even know" Said Simmons"

Washington sighed and continued "No we didn't see Grif, we looked in the usual ten foot radius but we found nothing... except for this armour polish"

"Let me take a look at that" Said Donut.

Washington then handed Donut the polish. Donut inspected the can of half used polish.

"Urekalale!" Donut proclaimed.

"What is it Mr. McMuffun?" Caboose asked.

Donut then explained his discovery "This polish is a special brand that is especially designed to get maximum shine out of Gold armour"

"So Grif was taken by a... Gold armoured person?" Simmons asked.

Caboose then raised his hand and said "Oh I know the answer to the question... do I have to say in the form of a question"

"Yes you do Caboose because this is a 500 hundred year old game show" Simmons said sarcastically.

"What is Grif kidnapping himself?" Caboose asked.

Donut then said "Who'd of thought that Alec Trebeck would end up going crazy and marrying a goat and then cheating on the goat with some slutty sheep"

"Caboose I don't think that's what happened" Said Washington.

"How do you know that... are you one of them. Oh my goodness he's gonna tell everyone in Gold city about our plans to make a super kitten cannon that could cutify the whole entire farm!"

"OKAY!" Simmons yelled. "Let's all just start this over again. Me and Donut are gonna walk away and then come back and this time we're not going to let Caboose or Donut talk"

Simmons and Donut then walked away and after a moment or two returned.

Simmons then asked "Hey guys did you find anything?"

Washington then replied "Yes Simmons and Donut we found the warthog and this can of gold armour polish suggesting that Grif was abducted by someone or a group of people wearing gold armour"

"See now was that so hard?" Simmons asked.

"I thought it was hard" Said Caboose.

"Well do we know anyone who would be in Gold armour?" Asked Simmons.

Washington then said "Well I remember back in project Freelancer their was one girl who always... Nah it couldn't be her"

Off where Grif was being held. Grif is sleeping as the Gold armoured female watches him.

Grif slowly begins to wake up and is startled to see the person watching him.

Grif asks with fear in his voice "Uh where am I? Who are you? When's breakfast?"

The Gold armoured female groaned and grabbed Grif by the arm. She dragged Grif out of the room and through several stone hallways with Grif complaining every step of the way.

They eventually reached the outside of the structure. Grif covered his visor with his hands as the blazing sun shined down on him. Grif looked around, he saw that he was in a vast desert. Grif looked back for a moment to see the structure he was in was actually a sort of spire reaching an incredible height.

The soldier continued to drag Grif down from the structure to a small camp. Several other gold soldiers

watched Grif in awe as he is continuously dragged. The soldiers dropped to their knees and bowed as Grif got closer.

The female soldier finally had enough with Grif and let him go she then continued to walk away.

Grif flopped on the ground and lied with his arms and legs limply stretched out. The other soldiers soon began to approach the now sleeping Grif. One poked Grif in the foot but he did not wake up. Another one grabbed his arm and moved it about. The soldier then placed Grifs hand on his crotch plate. The other soldiers snickered at the gag.

The female soldier returned now carrying a small holographic projector in her hand. She held up the device and a purple person wearing a white robe with gold edging then appeared from the projector.

The little person raised his arms and proclaimed "Finally! At long last our Gold Lord has arrived!" The glowing holographic person then looked down to see Grif sleeping. He then quietly said to the female soldier "Wake him up"

The female soldier kicked Grif. Grif slowly woke up and saw the hologram person and recognized it as an A.I like Church.

Grif then flopped on his back, groaned and said "Oh I thought we were done with you guys"

The female soldier then kicked Grif in the head.

"OW! What do you have against me sleeping you jack ass" Grif said angrily.

The holographic person then yelled "Gold One I am Zeta. You have been brought to us by the divine spirits of chance to guide us to salvation"

Grif simply reacted by saying "Uh... Okay"

Zeta then clapped his hands and spoke to the female soldier "Ida! Take our Lord to the grand temple. We shall show him the instrument of our liberation"

The female soldier (or Ida) then grabbed Grif by the arm and said "Come Lord"

"Um... Your saviour is tired... Carry me?"

Ida sighed but complied. She then hoisted Grif up and carried him over her shoulder.

A Gold soldier then carried Zeta's projector to the grand temple.

On the way to the temple Grif asked "So what's going on here? Some kind of boring secret cult?"

"Zeta only told me to take you to the temple he didn't say I had to talk to you" Ida said with frustration in her voice.

"Oh getting snippy with the Lord huh" Said Grif.

Ida chuckled and said "Trust me when I get snippy you'll know it by the lack of fingers you have"

Grif then worriedly whimpered for his safety, realizing he may be dealing with someone as mean as Tex was.

Ida then said in a calm tone "Oh don't be scared Lord I was just messing with ya. Just a little humour among the servants of peace and prosperity"

Grif felt a little calmer now but was still unsure what they meant about him being a Lord.

"Say is Ida short for something" Grif asked.

Ida hesitated to answer but eventually did "Idaho"

"What was that you da-ho" Grif said while trying to hold back his laughter.

Ida then said defensively "No it's I-daho. You know like the state of Idaho"

Grif then burst out laughing "I bet you pick up a lot of guys huh?"

"That's not funny" Ida said with a bit of sadness in her voice.

"Remind me never to let you meet that... that one blue guy what's his name. Clucker... no ... Ah who cares"

Ida had suddenly become silent.

Grif thought for a moment and realized that he must actually be dealing with a Freelancer that has feelings but more importantly realizing that she could probably snap him like a big buttery twig when ever she wanted.

"So... Peace and Prosperity huh? How does that work?" Grif asked.

Ida remained silent.

"Um... Look sorry about making fun of your... you know Freelancer name thingy" Said Grif.

Ida sighed and said "It's okay it happened a lot back in... Actually I'm not sure when it happened"

"So what's your real name?" Asked Grif.

Ida stopped for a moment and said "You know I can't remember"

Ida then continued walking.

"By the way what's a Freelancer?" Ida asked

To Be Continued


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4

(you know the one after three)

"Hey Tucker!" Washington yelled. "Tucker! Get out here, we're going to help the reds find Grif"

Washington waits for a response. Washington waited for Tucker to either come out of the base or respond with a shnarky comment

Washington then entered the base.

"Hey Tucker where are you?" Washington yelled.

"What the Hell do you want!" Tucker yelled back.

Washington then turned around to see Tucker behind him.

"Wha? Tucker we're going to help the reds ge..."

Tucker interrupted "I heard that part"

"What do you mean part. That's the whole thing" Said Washington.

"Oh. Well then I guess that's what the hell you wanted" Said Tucker.

"Yeah so get ready. You got your sword?" Asked Washington.

"I don't have it right now. It's in what I'm calling the kitchen part of the base. I tell ya never try to use that thing for sish-cabob"

"What's up with you lately Tucker? You've been a little irritable and depressed you haven't bow chicka bow wowed in weeks"

"What you talkin bout Wash I'm just as hip, rude and lady loving as I've always been. Just listen to this. Bow! Chicka!... boobadoo"

"See that's what I mean. What's wrong?"

"I don't know maybe it's because I haven't seen my kid since whenever, Church is gone and he was my kind of bud and now I'm trapped here with all you guys"

"But didn't you learn anything from our life changing battle against project Freelancer"

"Learn? If anything I learned that Tex is even bitchier when theirs dozens of her or hundreds. Damn how many times did whats his face try to get her back"

"Let's just leave it at he tried a whole bunch of times.

"Now ya see back when Chruch was here he'd say something like that to. But some how you just sound like a jack ass when you say it... No offence of course"

"I never really understood that saying. I mean theoretically I could say you're a total ass face but as long as I say no offence then all of a sudden it's apparently not as bad"

"See Church would have just left that alone but not you. You suck all the laziness out of stuff and replace it with..."

"...Effort"

"See you just did it again!"

"Whatever. I told Simmons to go see what the Red leader... I mean Sarge can do for us in the means of transport"

(We will now take an obvious scene transition to the Red base which Simmons is currently approaching)

"Hey Sarge" Simmons called.

Sarge then exited the base and approached Simmons.

"Sarge we need you to build some kind of vehicle for us to go after Grif with"

"I'm going to have to stop you right their Simmons"

"What?"

"I was just thinking. Maybe Grif has found himself a better place"

"...Huh?"

" Trust me it disgusts me to think of Grif being happy but in the end him being happy and being someplace else also makes me happy because he's somewhere else. So I think instead of dragging Grif back here kicking and screaming as amusing as that may sound it would ultimately lead to Grif being unhappy, me being unhappy and in turn also making you unhappy because I would take my unhappiness out on you and then you'd go nuts and make a super nuke that would destroy the entirety of existence!"

"You know Sir I don't ask this as much as I should. But what the f*(k are you talking about?"

"Grifs eternal (gags) happiness depends on us doing nothing to save him from whatever paradise he's trapped in"

"Sarge... No"

"But he co..."

"No"

"He's probably..."

"No"

"With hot gi..."

"No! None of those things have happened"

"You don't know that"

"Well let's put it this way Sarge. If you were stranded somewhere perhaps starving and cold. How would you feel if instead of all of us all banding together and saving you from your inevitable... What's the animal you're most scared of?"

"I don't fear animals I just respect their personal space and stay a safe distance away... Not to mention having my shot gun with me at all times which science has proved is the weapon that animals prefer to be killed by the most due to the immense skill required to shoot it"

"Fine don't take the example seriously"

"I'm scared of snakes"

"Really me too. I knew I wasn't the only one"

"Well actually I'm not scared of snakes and on a completely different note I find everyone scared of snakes complete and total wimps that I would spit on if the atmosphere on this planet allowed me to take off my helmet"

"Okay I'm just gonna say bears. Okay your stranded and now your being mauled by bear all because we assumed that you were away some place living it up like... I don't know some dumb lucky putz. How would you feel about that?"

"I'd be okay with it"

"No you wouldn't"

"Congratulations Simmons"

"Uh... On what sir?"

"On making me wish Grif was here so he can distract your attention away from me with his constant complaining...(sigh) So since you metaphorically twisted my arm ... let's go get Grif"

"But we have no vehicles"

"That's what you think"

Ida and Grif finally arrived at the Grand temple. The temple was not so massively big as it was stupidly tall. The colossal building reached high up into the clouds...err well it reached high up into the orange sky.

Ida (still carrying Grif) placed her hand onto a wall. A device then scanned her hand and the temples massive doors opened slightly.

Grif looked inside the building and saw the mother of all stair cases.

"Oh! Why does this place hate me" Grif said.

"Come on. Up the stairs saviour" Said Ida.

Grif then flopped on the ground and said "You're saviour demands you carry him up this monster big ass stair case"

"No" Ida replied.

"What do you mean know. I'm you're saviour" Grif said.

"I don't have to" Ida then pulled a lever on a wall. The stairs then began to move.

Gif then yelled with joy "Dear merciful God in heaven drinking Hawaiian punch by heavens best beach with little debby treats everywhere. An escalator. Thank you God I now know you really do exist"

"Come on saviour, Zeta's waiting"

Grif then for the first time since waking up in the strange place stood up and walked over to the escalator. Grif then stepped onto the moving steps and instantly they stopped moving.

Grif froze. A great surge of adrenalin shot through his body and he began to run up the stairs, yelling every rage filled step of the way.

Ida stared at Grif who was now rapidly ascending the stairs.

"Well that was unexpected" Ida then began to follow Grif up the stairs.

(Wow I can't believe that Grif could be so active if he just had the right frustration to get him going... Oh wait he's starting to slow down now. Yeah when I come to think of it he's really only gone up about 23 or so steps. Hm... Well back to the story)

Ida eventually caught up to a now unconscious Grif (burnt out from the effort of his little tantrum. Idn't that cute)

Ida groaned as she knew her break from carrying Grif was over. She once again hoisted the lazy soldier over her shoulder and resumed the huge climb.

About thirty minutes later.

By this time Grif had regained consciousness but was simply pretending to still be out so he wouldn't have to walk up any more steps.

The two finally arrived at the top of the tower. Ida once again dropped Grif, then lifted him up onto his feet and gave him a slight shove to get him moving.

One of the Gold soldiers was waiting for them. The soldier then held out his hand which had Zeta's hologram projector in it.

Zeta then appeared and greeted Grif "Welcome to the temple of gold, Savoir"

Grif then said "Okay before we get into the hole me being your god and then me realizing that your cannibals or something I would just like to say. My name is Dexter Grif and you don't want to eat me. I'm pretty much like 95% percent body fat"

Zeta laughed at what he assumed was a joke "Allow us to show you your purpose here saviour as obviously the gods did not give you the knowledge of what you are here for"

Zeta then pointed to Ida and then pointed to a switch on the wall. Ida approached the switch and flipped it.

The room then began to shake and dust began to fall from the ceiling covering Grif more than anyone else. One of the walls then began to slide up revealing a long stretching platform. On the end of the plat form is a what appears to be a holographic key board.

The group walks out to the end of the plat form.

Grif walks slowly as he could only imagine the splat he would make if he fell off the impossibly tall tower. Grif then looked around (attempting not to look down the slightest bit). Despite the seemingly endless desert Grif could see the jungle in which his friends (scratch that) acquaintances (no) air sharers were stranded.

Zeta then points to the key board "This is your instrument of our salvation"

Grif stares at the key board and says "Typing is really more Simmons thing"

"Who is this Simmons?" Ida asks.

"He's just some annoying guy who I know..."

Zeta asks "Are you saying that their were others with you?"

"Well, yeah" Grif replies.

"What is it Zeta?"

Zeta pauses and then replied "The prophecy ... says of a group of..."

"Uh... Red and Blue guys" Grif says.

"Yes. Crimson and Sapphire demons that will come to try and stop the saviour. Most likely they will try to stop the savour from fulfilling his divine purpose... We must kill them"

"I don't think their going to be a problem. Their probably celebrating me being gone right now" Said Grif.

(Get ready for a contradiction of what was just said. Classic. Ha!)

The blues have gathered around the red base.

"What are we waiting for again?" Asks Tucker.

Washington was about to reply but was interrupted by Caboose "We're waiting for the reds to unveil their vehicle that we are going to use to find Gruf"

"No Caboose we're..." Washington stopped and realized that stopped and realized that Caboose was right.

Tucker then said "You know I don't see why we're waiting in front of their base. The vehicle will probably come out from the side or some place they could actually get a vehicle out of"

The three then paused as a large engine noise rattled out from inside the base. On the roof of the base three turrets emerged. The base then began to lift off the ground, revealing tank treads. The red's signature radio music then began to play.

Sarge then spoke through a loud speaker "All reds report to first class of the Malophant 1.5. Blues get turdd class... Wait I read that wrong. Report to third class turds"

"Malophant?" Said Tucker.

"1.5?" Said Washington.

"Well it's not quite and elephant and it's not really an mammoth so it's a Malophent. Also it's 1.5 because half way through I redesigned huge chunk of it.

Simmons voice then blurted out of the speaker "I had nothing to do with that name"

Washington then hopped inside and waved for the blues to follow "Come on guys let's go an adventure"

Caboose and Tucker simply stared at the ridiculously ridiculous comment that truly sounded like something a character on some dumb kiddy cartoon might say.

"Sorry for trying to get some enthusiasm out of you two"

"No need to apologize Mr. Washington" Caboose said happily.

"Oh their was definitely need" Said Tucker.

The blues then boarded the mobile base

(I'm missing something here... Let's see mobile base, Caboose, Tucker, Washington, Sarge, Simmons...Oh)

Donut then ran after the slow moving base and yelled "Hey guys you forgot me. Slow down and I'll just slip in the back.

To be continued

That was awesome! AGAIN!

TO BE CONTINUED!

Yeah there ya go
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or something, maybe it's actually 4.8

"So?" Donut asked the group who were travelling through the hole.

"So what?" Tucker asked.

"Nothing just ya know... So?" Said Donut.

"We're squeezing though a big hole" Said Simmons.

The group stared at Simmons.

"Did you have to go and make it awkward man?" Tucker asked.

Simmons's voice became high pitched as it usually did when he was upset "Well if I hadn't of said it, Donut would have said it and somehow it would have been worse"

"What do you mean Simmons?" Donut asked.

Simmons looked at Donut and said "You're kidding. You're always making weird hole puns, what with going into holes, getting out of holes, shoving things into... holes" Simmons realized that the others had taken a step back from him.

Caboose then said "I never really noticed anything like that. I always thought Chief Petty Officer bun cake was very appropriate... and scrumptious"

"Thank you Caboose" Dount said cheerily.

Simmons thought to himself "Maybe I'll just shut my hole"

"Bow Bhicka Bow Wow!" Tucker yelled.

Simmons and Tucker exchanged a confused glance and Tucker cryptically stated "You're never safe form the Bow Chick Bow Wow"

Simmons chose not to go into that further (Bow Chicka Bow Wow!) The group stood in silence as they went through the ... (I'm not going to say it...ur... type it)

Meanwhile In the cock pit of the vehicle Washington and Sarge observed the passing dirt.

The two leaders attempted to avoid conversation by endlessly checking dials and meters that never moved or were sequential to the operation of the moving base.

"So Sarge... how's it going?" Washington asked.

Sarge looked at the ground and replied "I'm fine... considering I'm stuck here with a dirty blue"

Washington exclaimed "There it is!..." Washington grumbled under his breath "Filthy red"

Sarge then barked "What did you say!"

Washington replied "Nothing, I said nothing... My God what's happening to me. I'm becoming the blue version of you"

Sarge chuckled and said "Finally, I have someone who is as into this fake, ended war as much as me. You wouldn't want to have a scuffle would you?"

Washington then asked "Just fists or?... I mean no! I wasn't even part of your fake war so why should I fight you now"

Sarge then looked Washington right in his visor and began a long and pointless, yet epic sounding speech/rant "Because deep down you know that Reds and Blues actually hate each other on a deeper level, other than for the reason of the freelancers using us for training purposes. I'm sure that if we all try our best we can start a true intergalactic war in which billions upon billions of Red, but mostly Blue soldiers will die for the soul purpose of settling which came first. The chicken or the Egg. Of course you blues would go for the preposterous Egg coming first theory. But Finally after centuries of battle the Reds would inevitably win and write the history of the war in which the blues will be made out to be villainous space pirate bank managers who made kittens and puppies fight each other in front of three year old's in order to desensitize them for battles in the toddler gladiator arena's"

Washington stared at Sarge for a moment and then asked "Do you just spend all your time coming up with crazy things to say?"

Sarge grunted and replied "What else am I supposed to do. Try to have an intelligent conversation with one of those morons"

"What about Simmons?" Washington asked.

"He ..." Sarge looked to see if Simmons was behind him "He's a little slow when it comes to real life matters. Sure he's tech smart but if he had to choose between a BR and a shot gun he'd pick the BR which stands for dirty blue rifle!"

Washington sighed and said "For a guy who uses any spare part he can find to make any kind of robot or vehicle he can make, regardless of functionality or ... working...ness. You sure are picky"

Sarge grunted and retorted "I'm tired of this deep yet humorous conversation lets not talk anymore or do anything note worthy until we get where we're going"

Washington nodded and said "Agreed"

To Be Continued...

(Sorry this chapter's kind of short)
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Chapter...

what is it, 6...

ugghhh... when will this end?

You'd assume that in Grif's current situation that his mind would be thinking about a multitude of things; such as, why couldn't he have just stayed with his team, maybe if he had been a better squad mate, his friends might already have saved him, and maybe just maybe... he actually likes them and needs them after alll (sniff)

But this is Grif, so obviously the only thing he's thinking about are: Where's the bathroom, where's the fridge and how can I get out of here while doing the smallest amount of work possible.

Grif was currently being guarded by several of the gold armored oddballs in a broken down temple outside the main citadel.

However, one of the soldiers wore red warrior armor, rather than gold, and he carried a sniper rifle.

The soldier sat on the opposite side of the room and stared at Grif, putting the gol... orange soldier on edge.

The red soldier spoke with a deep english accent "Hello, how are you?" he asked.

The extremely ordinary question, in light of the extraordinary events only made the situation seem more awkward "I'm alright... a little thirsty I guess"

"Oh, let me get you some water" The red soldier said in an overly cheery tone. He then walked to an imaginary table and poured a fictional glass of water from a pitcher that wasn't there. The solider then skipped over to Grif and handed him his nothing of nothing.

"Uh...Uh... Tha...Uh... Who are you?" Grif asked.

The strange man threw the imaginary glass over his shoulder, then replied "They call me Spear, cause I'm sharp as a knife"

"That doesn't make any sense... or does it"

"No, it doesn't" Spear said, suddenly acting much more serious.

"Wait, were you just pretending to be stupid?"

"Yep, I'm a good actor aren't I?" asked Spear.

"No... you suck, YOU ALL SUCK!" Grif yelled.

"Aww, is the little gold nugget mad about something" said Spear in a high pitched tone, obviously mocking Grif.

"Shut Up, Jack Ass!" Grif yelled.

One of the gold soldiers then held out a small jar filled with small broken off pieces of armor, with the words "Swear Jar" on it.

Grif stared at the solider and yelled "Are you fucking kidding me!"

The gold soldier shook the jar twice, indicating that Grif now owed two bits of armor.

Grif then grabbed the jar away from the solider and threw it at the the soldiers head, shattering it into pieces, and sending the contents falling to the ground.

Every one of the gold soldiers then scrambled onto the floor in a pathetic attempt to retrieve the gold.

"What the hell is wrong with these guys?" asked Grif.

"They've all been, 'enlightened'" Spear replied.

"What does that mean?" asked Grif.

"Zeta has had time in all of their heads" Spear said as he knocked on the side of his own helmet.

"What does that mean?" asked Grif.

"It means he's brain washed all of them"Speard replied.

"Soooo... what does that mean?"

"What... I don't know how to make clearer"

"Make what clearer?"

"A-are you playing dumb?"

"No, I'm genuinely curious. Of course I'm playing dumb!"

Spear aimed his sniper rifle at Grif's face. "Do not yell at me" said Spear in a threatening tone.

Grif made a nervous squeak sound "So...uh"

"What's my story" said Spear. "Glad you asked. I'm a gun for hire who was hired to use my gun to shoot anyone who interferes with the guy who hired me and my gun"

"Paying you with what?"

"Sand, my good chum, sand! Bwa ha ha ha ha hm hm hm tee hee hidly doo da!"

Grif curled up into a ball and squeaked out "I'm suddenly fearing for my safety a lot more than usual"

"Holy mother of sand, that is a lot of sand, like even for a dessert, this is truly a huge freaking pile of sand" Sarge said as he stared out at the seemingly endless expanse of sand "I don't think we'll ever find him in this all consuming sand"

"I didn't bring my sandals" said Caboose.

"Don't be so pessimistic, Sarge. It's not like we have to go through every grain of sand" Donut said in his usual peppy tone.

"Pfft... sure, if ya want to be a lazy turd about it" said Sarge.

"Donut's right" said Simmons "We just need to keep poking around in there until we find the right place" Simmons could feel the eyes on the back of his head as he realized the unintentionally strange construction of his sentence.

"Regardless of Simmon's hidden innuendo, the fact is that this is not a needle in a hay stack situation" Said Washington.

"Are you kidding, if anything this is like trying to find a very specific piece of hay in a whole field hay"

"Pfft, how?" asked Washington.

"Grif's armor is yellow, right?" asked Sarge.

"No" answered Simmons.

"And the sand is yellow" said Sarge.

"It's kind of beige, I guess" said Washington.

"So, we're trying to find a yellow guy in a sea, or dessert, of yellow with no distinguishable landmarks"

Tucker then called down to the group from the top of the mobile red base "Hey guys, I can see a huge tower in the distance, it's the only distinguishable landmark I can see from here"

"Why in the hell is the only time you all open your mouths is to squash my attempts to kill this Grif's dead body hunt!" Sarge yelled.

"Actually there's a high chance that Grif is still alive" said Washington.

Sarge slowly turned toward Washington and glared at him "See... this, this right here, is what I'm talking about"

"Well I'm officially sick of listening to you, anyone else?" asked Washington.

"Yeah, shut up!" Tucker yelled from the mobile base.

Sarge grunted and mumbled under his breath as he walked back to the base.

Washington looked out at the vast expanse of sand that stretched in front of him like a dry ocean, before also retreating back to the base.

"Hey, Simmons" Donut said to his comrade "Why do you think someone would have kidnapped Grif?"

"I don't know, but it's probably not for any of his physical attributes, if he even has any"

"No, but seriously, aren't you just a little bit worried"

"Would Grif be worrying about us?" asked Simmons.

"That's not what I asked" Donut said in a disappointed tone "But like it or not Simmons, we've all been through a lot together, and if we found Grif, and he was dead, even though he was annoying, I'd still feel sad for him"

"Are you building up to some kind of pun or are you seriously sincere right now?" Simmons asked.

Donut shook his head slightly, then turned to walk back to the base. Simmons silently looked out on the massive expanse of sand.

The wind whistled across the dessert, picking up the tiny grains and blowing and swirling them around. Another much stronger gust took a large amount of sand and blew it right into Simmons face, knocking him out of his stare.

Just then, Sarge called out from the base "Simmons, get you're butt in here, it looks like a sand storm's a brewing"

Simmons quickly heeded the call and retreated back to the base as the wind steadily began to get worse.


End file.
